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of fright Rosa remembered that Robert had said
that first: "Blue, the colour of morning-glory"; as
Robert had said, too, the dress was cut low, almost
showing the breasts.
Her "fright turned to a numbness in which she
was not afraid; the cold breath that touched her
and blew in the silk dress was only the wind, the
light that filled the porch was only the dawn. She
was not frightened now, though the blood was still
beating in her ears and her hands were dry; then
the little dog came running out, sniffed the girl's
feet and lifted its leg: against the pillar.
"Oh, Echo! Echo!" said the girl through her
tears but it took no notice; it was like a pekingese
on stilts, silky and white, and ran round visiting
every pillar.
The girl raised her head. Someone was coming
down the stairs, a man's footsteps, deliberate and
strong, and on her face came such a look of terror
and repugnance and horror that Rosa gasped.
The girl looked round wildly this way and that,
hovering, not knowing where to escape, and ran
like an arrow straight to the passage where Rosa
stood.
Rosa slammed the door, the passage floor
seemed to swing up and she shut her eyes; she was
in a tumult of fear and grief, she thought she
fainted, for the girl seemed to run through the
closed door and past her, she met with something
live and fine as mist, and the girl's sorrow cut her
own heart.
"What are you doing, slamming the door and